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rny horse.   I abandoned the bridle when we car those ascents, and wound my hands in the horse's to keep from sliding entirely off, while the animal his own way.   All this was such variety and excite I was delighted, and forgot my terror of the morni
We found a bit of lovely road, which only those go hundreds of miles under a blazing sun can apj ate fully. The sunshine came flickering down thr the branches of the trees and covered the short with checkered light and shade. Here we dawdled enjoyed looking up at the patches of blue sky thr great grown-up tree-tops. It was like a bit of woe home, where I never thought to be grateful for fo! but took it as a matter of course. My husband re) bered my having put some biscuit in the leather p on my saddle, and invited himself to luncheon at We dismounted, and threw ourselves on the groui eat the very frugal fare.
After resting, we gave ourselves the privilege swift gallop over the stretch of smooth ground b us. We were laughing and talking so busily I i noticed the surroundings until I found we were a] in the midst of an Indian village, quite hidden un bluff. My heart literally stood still. I watchec general furtively. He was as usual perfectly unm< and yet he well knew that this was the country wh was hardly considered that the Indian was overburc with hospitality. Oh, how I wished ourselves g with the column, now so far away! There wer few occupants of the village, but they glowerec growled, and I could see the venomous glances all horses would not do willingly what his thorough-bred did. He finally turned to look back and tell me how to managebin (»a>>e. He matin in extttiHitutiuu, tttul tol<l IIH% tin the result, that the matt           Jfc        * .                    *"'**'~*
